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feme liking} I (hall be out of heart fhortly,& then I fh ail haue no 
ftrengthto repent. And 1 haue not forgotten what the infid 2o f 
a Church is made of? I am a Pepper corne, a brewers horfc, the 
infideof a Church. Company, villanous company hath bccne 

theipoyleofme. 

Bar. Sir John, you are fo fretfull,you cannot liuclong. 

jal. Why there is it; come, fing me a bawdy Song, make me 
merry; I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentleman need to beg } 
vertuous enough, fworelittle*, die d not abou.e feauen times 3 
weeke , went to Bawdy houfe notaboue once in a quarter of an 
hour? , paide money that I borrowed there or foure times, liued 
well, and in good compatfe ; and now I hue out of all order, out 
ofcompalfe,. 

Bar. Why, youare fo fatte, Sir John, that you mud needes be 
out of all compalTe: out of all reafonable compaile, Sir John . 

Fd. Doc thou amend thy face,& He amend my life : thou art 
our Admirall, thou beared the Lanternein the Poope/butfisin. 
tbeNofeofthee,thouarttfaeKingoftheburninglampe* 

Bar. Why Sir John, my face does you no harme. 

Fa/. No, lie be fworne, 1 make as good vfe of it, as many* 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora memento mori. Ineuerfeethy 
face but I think e vpon hell fire, and Dives thatliued in Purple: 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning. Iftheuwertany 
way giue to venue, I would fweare by thy face ; my oath ftould 
he,By thufre,thatsGodsAngelxV>ut\h.ou art altogether giueouer; 
andwertindeede, but For the light in thy face, theSunneofvt- 
ter darkenelfe. When thou rundvp Gads-ht/l in the night, to 
catch roy Horfc, if I did not thinke that thou hadft been an 7 jp« 
fatuus, or a bal of wild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. 0 thou 
art aperpetuallTryumph,and eucrlafting Bone-fire-light, thou 
had fauedmeathoufand Markesin Linkes and Torches, walk* 
ing with thee in the night betwixt T auerne & T auern e ; But the 
Sackethat thou had diunke me, would haue bought me Lights 
a$ good cheapens the dcared Chandlers in Europe. I haue main- 
tained that Salamander of yours,with fire, any time this two and 
thirtieycares ; God rew ard me for it. 

Bar ♦ Zloud, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fd, Godamercy,fo diculdl befureto be heart- burnd. 

How 


Henry the Fourth . 

How now, dame Tartlet the Hen, haue you enquired 
yet who pickt my Pocket ? Enter ho]} , 

Hofi- Why Sir John, what do you thinke, Sir John} do you think 
1 keepetheeues in my houfe, I haue fearcht, I haue enquired, fo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruantbyferuant ? 
the tight of a haire was neuer lod in my houfe before. 

iW.Ye lie Hottelfe, Bardolw as fliau’d, and lod many a haire % 
and lie be fworne my Pocket was pickt: goe to, you are a wo- 

man, goe, 

Flo], Who I? I defie thee : Gods light , I was neuer cald lo in 
mine owne houfe before* 

Fd. Goc to, I know you well enough. 

Hof. No, Sir John, you doe not know me, Sir Iohn 5 1 know you 
S»r John, you owe me money Sir John, & now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it ;I bought you a dozen of Shirt es to your 
backe. 

Fd. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them away to Bakers 
wiues, they haue made Boulters of rhem. 

■Sfc/iNow as lam a true woman, Holland of viij.s. an ell: you 
owe money heere befides, Sir Iohn, foryourdiet, andbydrink- 
ings, and mony lent you, xxiiij. pound. 

Fd. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Flo f. He? alas he is poore, he hath nothing* 

F«4How$ poore? lookcvponhisface.-Whatcallyourich?- 
let them coioe his Nofc, let them coine his cheekes, lie not pay 
a denyer : what, will you make a younker of me ? (hall I not take 
mine cafe in mine Innc, but 1 fhall haue my pocket pickt J I haue 
lod afeale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fortie maike* 

Hof. O Iefo, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal. How? the Prince is a lacke, a fneak-cup : Zbloud andfecc 
were here, I would cudgelhimlikeaDog, ifhe would fay fo* 

Enter the Prince marching, and Fal ftaljfe meets him 
Play ing on his Trnnehion like a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in thatdooreyfaith. 

Mud we all march ? > 

Bar. Yea, two and two ; Newgate fafhion. . 

Hof. My Lord, 1 pray you hcarc me. 
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